CHAPTER VI

SECRET SERVICE

ONE evening, early in 1917, Curtis fell in with his
old friend Sir Archibald Bodkin as they walked
westward from the Temple in the evening.

Sir Archibald, as Senior Treasury Counsel, was in
charge of all proceedings against spies and others who
were to be tried for serious war offences.

Suddenly Sir Archibald said: "My good friend, I
know of a job that would suit you down to the ground."

Without further explanation, he took Curtis-Bennett
by the arm and led him to offices at the corner of Charles
Street, Haymarket. It was the head-quarters of the Secret
Service, nerve centre of the British counter-espionage
system. In a few weeks, in November, Curtis-Bennett
was in the uniform of a lieutenant of the R.N.V.R. and
a member of the head-quarters staff of the Secret Service.

It was long past the days when British Intelligence,
"starting from scratch" years before the War, prac-
tised crude schoolboyish experiments with invisible ink
and rice paper, but not yet had the great " spy scare "
quietened down, and throughout England men and women
were still hearing suspicious noises at night which they
were sure meant preparations for sabotage; were still
seeing messages transmitted to German cruisers a hundred
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